The old artist had loved Bettws, as he loved nature, 'like a
mistress' and that is the road royal to a living art.

But now he was too old and ill to seek his mistress any more.
He had been very poorly, and his breathing distressed him. In
May he rallied, but come June he again caught cold, developed
bronchitis, and was no longer able to go downstairs.

On a previous evening, he had gazed wistfully round his
walls, and said mournfully, almost to himself, "Good-bye,
pictures! good-bye, I shall not see you any more!"

It was the end. At about 10.30 on the night of June 7th, 1859,
the old artist murmured 'God bless you!' and was one with
the mists of the hills.

To praise Cox without lip-service, one must understand and
admire the glorious illogicality of British Genius. In Britain,
and none the less in England, art at its best is less a process
than a blend of inspiration and evolution. It grows as a tree
grows, and exists in its own right as much as a rock or a ravine
exists. But, for all that, it is conscious of method and growth. It
is a natural system of development backed by a mind.

Cox was a master, but he was not always a master. One of
the most English of painters, he did not emerge with the danger-
ous ease of a Thomas Lawrence. His talent was in nowise
precocious. Had he died young, we might have ranked him
with painters of no great importance. He would not have shared
place with Girtin. Much that he painted in youth and thereafter
was trivial, much merely 'pleasing*. It is not until his perform-
ance is seen in its true perspective that the man's variety and
greatness is properly apparent; but once discerned the
integrity of his achievement is munistakeable. Not for us, in
these days, are some of the prettier pieces that caught the
Victorian fancy. To us it is the profound understanding of his
vision and statement that appeals. In imagination, we visualize
Cox as a spirit brooding on the rocks and trees, the wind-swept
moors and the scudding rain-clouds of his native land.

That Cox did not emerge more swiftly and surely from the
chrysalis stage was partly due to economic pressure. Triviality
was to some extent forced on him by the sheer necessity of
earning a livelihood. Before we blame an artist for producing
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